His physicians had known for a year and a half that 291
he was seriously ill. He refused to give up work. He
would haye no reference to his illness in the press, lest
Poland become discouraged. In April a distinguished
doctor from Yienna was summoned to Warsaw. He ex-
amined the patient, consulted with the Polish doctors,
and after several days of observation gave his verdict—
cancer of the liver, he might live some months—or some
weeks. Fortunately he suffered little pain. From that
time on, for those closest to him hope lessened day by
day.
The last time he walked to Ms workroom in the Belve-
dere, supported by two aides, he stopped before a picture
of Mmself, taken at the beginning of the war when he was
nearly fifty. G-azing at it, he said slowly, "He was a brave
boy—but now it has come to an end."
He insisted on giving an audience to a British diplo-
mat. Later when the French Foreign Minister went to
Warsaw to discuss a Locarno pact for eastern Europe,
the Marshal was too ill to see Tiim. He talked with Ms
daughters about what they should do when school closed,
and they made plans for the summer.
On Saturday, the eleventh of May, he had a talk with
the general whom he had chosen to be the next com-
mander-in-cMef of the Polish army. Then, unexpectedly
to the doctors, he had a bad hemorrhage. About noon he
felt better, but said wearily to Ms wife, "I can't work.
I haven't settled the promotions in the army, and my
boys are still waiting.77 He thought always of Ms faith-
ful soldiers.
The next morning, Sunday, he was visibly weaker.
Without speaking, he stretched out his hand to bless Ms
daughters. He died at eight-forty in the evening. His
wife and daughters were with him, the adjutants, three
doctors and a priest TMrty-four years before he had
escaped from the hospital in St. Petersburg. Nine years
before, at that very hour, he had entered Warsaw, a rebel-

